
to the Acidity of a Lemon, and made them drink
very freely of it; so that notwithstanding we
had one hundred and eighty odd down in this
most fatal Distemper, yet we lost no more than
seven or eight ; and even these owed their Deaths
to the strong Liquors which their Mess-Mates
procured for them. . . Now if we had had Re-
course to Alexipharmicks, such as Venice Tre-
acle, Diascordium, Mithridate, and such-like
good-for-nothing Compositions, or the most cele-
brated Gascoin's Powder, or Bezoar, I make no
Question at all, considering the heat of the Cli-
mate, but we had lost every Man. '

"Of non-medical literature the Satire of Gil
Bias, written early in the eighteenth century,
but in reality giving a picture of seventeenth-
century excesses in blood-letting, is worth citing.

"Dr. Sangrado is called in to prescribe for a
gouty old canon, and he at once sends for a sur-

geon and orders him to 'take six good porringers
of blood in order to supply the need of perspi-
ration.' The surgeon was ordered to return in
three hours and take as much more, and to re-
peat the evacuation the next day. The patient
was 'reduced to death's door in less than two
days,' and, the notary being summoned to make
the will, seized his hat and cloak in a hurry,
when he learned from the messenger, Gil Bias,
that Dr. Sangrado was the physician. 'Zooks,'
cried he, 'let us make haste, for the doctor is so
expeditious that he seldom gives the patient time
to send for notaries; that man has choused me
out of a great many jobs.'

"But the misuse of bleeding continued in the
centuries following, and at no time was the prac-
tise more abused than in the latter part of the
eighteenth or even in the first five decades of the
past century. French and Italian authorities,
especially, were great believers in blood-letting.
Broussias (1772-1S32) is said to have used 100,-
000 leeches in his hospital wards in one year.
This physician and his follower, Bouilland, actu-
ated by false theories of the causes of fevers,
recommended the bleeding of a patient 10 to 12
and even 20 times in the course of treatment."

PARIS LETTER.
Brief Is the Memory of the Earth !

(from Our Special Correspondent.)
Pabis, July 17, 1915.

Mr. Editor: I went out a short time ago to see a
portion of tho ground over which was fought the battle
of the Marne, and I must, confess that the experience
was a good deal of a disillusion to me. That the
memory of man Is short, has in (ill likelihood been a

proverb ever since the world has been inhabited: but
that the memory' of the earth was equally transitory,
came to me as a considerable shock.

Between Vareddes and Meaux, about 50 kilometres
due east from Paris, the Marne makes a huge loop to
the South, the region between the two places being a

high, rolling platean : this peint formed the angle that
the German centre made with their flank which was
being driven in by the army under Maunoury which
General Joffre hud assembled, unbeknown to the ene-
my, behind the screen of the Paris defences. General
Joffre's strategy at this period was really admirable.
In the early encounters of the war the French were
pretty badly hustled about,—there is no gainsaying
that fact; but then, instead of letting everything go to
pieces, this wonderful man conceived the idea of his
stupendous but thoroughly-reasoned-out retreat which
drew the foe Into a species of lobster's claw, one point
being Paris and the other Verdun, from which he only
barely escaped when the two branches began to close
in. There can be no doubt that when this feat has
been thoroughly examined, and the circumstances are
well taken into consideration, General Joffre's strategy
under such very serious conditions will go down in
history as one of the great accomplishments of the art:
of war.

Poor Maunoury, by the way, was later on the victim
of one of the most extraordinary accidents of the war :

he and a brother general were one day looking through
a loophole nt a perfectly quiet point of the trenches
when they were both shot through the head by a single
bullet, he losing one .eye outright, and, it is appre-
hended, the sight of the other,—his colleague being
wounded in the forehead. The latter has now entirely
recovered and has resumed his duties again.

Leaving Meaux the carriage takes you up an in-
terminable hill in order to reach the high plateau, and
once there you have the classical, fertile French land-
scape in its deep-green spring verdure; waving crops,
half grown: dense masses of trees; bright, white, pop-
lar-bordered chaussées leading off to villages here and
there,— It is all smiling, prosperous and peaceful, the
scene you have admired scores and scores of times in
this beautiful, well cultivated land. Here is a farm
partly burned down; hut. any fire could do as much as
that. That church over nt Bnrcy looks a bit earth-
quaky; but it is too far off to distinguish details as

yet. The grain is about knee-high, and all the fields
seem to he in full cultivation: how about the entire
manhood being away under arms I This the battle of
the Marne? Evidently some more of our preconceived
ideas will need readjusting.

I may as well tell the patient reader who has been
able to get through my war-Strategy, and description
of landscapes, that if anyone here advises him to go
and visit the battlefield of the Marne he had better
merely si ay in town and take his coffee at the Caff de
la-Paix, for all the battle-field he will see. At two
places the little white crosses that mark the tempo-
rary resting-places of the dead are sadly plentiful:
hut when you have seen one cross you have seen them
all. The Barcy church is badly battered, the village
walls are closely pitted with rifle shots, the cemetery
at Chambry has a line of loopholes above its long row
of new-mode groves,—and that is about all ! Eight
months ago history was being written on this plateau
with o brood and generous hand. From what I hove
said, and shall say in o moment, it is cleor that in
those early days of September, when we in Paris had
that peculiar sensation of emptiness about our solar
plexus-and were dropping our weight, at the rate of a

pound a day (I have now collected quite o number of
Instonees of men who simply melted in Poris during
that Strain, from sheer apprehension!), the general
conditions upon this high ground back of Meoux were

very far from conducive to longevity. But kindly Na-
ture has intervened, and has drawn her soft mnntle of
green over the whole of it ; ond by next spring the hon-
ored dead will all have been exhumed and transferred
to their proper resting places, the walls will then have
been replostered. and the poor Barcy church probably
rebuilt. Whnt will there remain by that time to speak
to the passer-by of this struggle of giants? Not much,
—but still something; a reminiscence that will last a

long, long while.
One of the most striking object-lessons in the New
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York Museum of Natural History is a section of a big
sequoia tree, well over a thousand years old, as I re-
member it, on which the annual rings are marked with
little flags indicating that when the tree was that large
such and such an event occurred : the birth of Maho-
met, the conquest of England, the discovery of Amer-
ica. Well, strange to say,—outside of the church bur-
ial-places, it will be the trees of the chaussée from
Meaux to Vareddes that alone will bear witness to
this battle in the times to come. Up on the brow of
that hill, at the highest point, the road is bordered on
either side by a row of unusually fine trees of from
one to two feet in diameter,—really big trees. This
must have been a particularly hot corner during the
fight, for nil of these trees are riddled ; and not with
bullets,—a bullet would hardly show on a tree, It only
shows on a plaster wall because it splits off a large
flake,—but with shell. Some missiles took out a big
piece from the tree-side, others went smack through,
while still others carried away an entire branch or
even cut the tree-stem clean off ! But the trees are
growing once more, cheerfully, and as though nothing
had happened, and will for many a long year to come
give evidence to the younger generations, as they walk
out there Sunday afternoons, of the deeds of their
fathers during the great war. All the same, It Is
rather startling to think that that Is all that will re-
main of this terrific struggle! Wounds must heal,
both physical and mental, otherwise life would be in-
tolerable ; but it Is rather a shock, to see them heal as
quickly as this !

Speaking of the graves of the fallen, brings me to
another remarkable feature of this war, the extraordi-
narily high ratio between killed and wounded,—
something quite unprecedented. When the papers were
reporting the British casualitles at Neuve-Chapelle,
I wo s horrified to see that among the thousand odd
officer casualties there were 350 killed, over one-third,
and this did not include the missing, among whom
there must have been still more killed. I thought that
an explanation of the fact might lie' in the circum-
stances that the British officer Is an absolutely reck-
less creature, who always starts off well ahead of his
men, and seems to consider that his special rflle In life
is to get himself picked off by the enemy's sharp-
shooters. This, by the way, Is a point that will cer-
tainly have to be changed in future wars ; It Is as
clear as day that a country that wishes to keep any
officers at all for further use will have to devise some
other way for them to direct their men than the pres-
ent one, which Is nothing less than a thinly disguised
form of hara-lciri.

The French have never published any collective cas-
ualty-lists ; but a while ago, quite a time back, I saw
what looked like on authoritative estimate, giving
400,000 killed and 750,000 wounded,—almost the exact
ratio of the officer-casualties above cited! Quite re-
cently, only a few days ago, Mr. Asqulth reported in
the House of Commons tne British casualties to date,
in which the same awful ratio appears,—in round
numbers: officers, killed 3.300, wounded G.500, missing
1,100;*- men, killed 47,000, wounded 147.000. The
ratio for the men Is not quite so high, nearer one-

/ quarter than one-third ; but it should be noticed that
there are reported in addition 52,000 men missing, a
very large part of whom are certainly killed, as the
Germans do not claim half that number of British sol-
dier-prisoners. These figures are certainly new In
warfare, and bear fearful testimony to the efficacy of
modern weapons. And if this is the ratio among the
Allies, who fight in extended formation and with a
steady view to economy of life, what must the figures
he among the Germans, who, especially during the
early stages of the war, were absolutely reckless in
their expenditure of men !

In connection with the curious accident whereby two
generals were put out of action by a single bullet, let
me mention another very peculiar occurrence of this

war. It was reported in the daily press, with regi-
ment, name, place and hospital, and has every appear-
ance of truth. A soldier, Boissay by name, entered the
ambulance for a fracture of the left leg and wounds
of the right. X-ray examination revealed in the lat-
ter round bodies that were taken for shrapnel bullets,
but that were found on extraction to be three twenty-
franc gold pieces, or Napoleons, as they are famllarly
known. Now the strange part of the tale Is that the
patient was a poor man, who had not oven a bowing
acquaintance with such a grand seigneur as a Na-
poleon ! The three coins must, therefore, have been
blown out of some comrade's poCket into the wounded
man's leg ! "S."

* A writer in the Lancet makes the proportion of killed to losses
 among- officers work out as high as 43.01 per cent.

AMERICAN RED CROSS IN SERBIA.

Skoblji, Seebia, July 10, 1915.
Mr. Editor: I suppose that an account of the con-

ditions in Serbia would be of special interest to your
readers, but I am in no position to treat the subject
adequately, nor would it be proper for a member of the
American Red Cross Commission to attempt this with-
out the aid and approval of Its Director, Dr. Strong.
Therefore, I wish to have It clearly understood that
what follows are personal impressions and views sub-
ject to correction.

The epidemic of typhus in Skoblji seems to have
been at Its height in January or February and to
have diminished rapidly during the month of April,
so that when we arrived here In May comparatively
few new cases were entering the Lady Paget Hos-
pital which hod been reserved for fevers, and for
typhus in particular. This hospital was staffed by
British and supported by the British Serbian Relief
Fund. The members of the staff kindly allowed sev-
eral of us to join in the work, and to Uve at their
hospital in order that we might begin to study typhus
without delay, and had it not been for this hospitality,
we should have lost much time in getting settled.

They told me that they had begun work in one of
the Serbian hospitals which had been a school, and
hud later moved into their present quarters, the Cadet
Barracks, situated most beautifully In the midst of
rolling pastures In the valley of the Vada, a mile above
the town. They had found terrible conditions In the
stables where Austrian prisoners were quartered hard
by, and several of their hospital-staff had contracted
typhus by going into these buildings to remove the
sick and the bodies of the dead. Lady Paget took the
disease in the same way.

The mortality among these prisoners seems to have
been frightful at first and was due, probably, In great
measure to lack of hospital care, or Indeed care of
any sort. After the hospital got running well and
hod an adequate staff of nurses the number of cases
of typhus which entered began to diminish, although
patients were being sent from all the neighboring
towns and villages, and finally began to come from
far distant places.

We had not been many days at the hospital when
the last large lot arrived. They hod been collected
ond brought to Skoblji by o sanitary train, and some
of them lived nearly ns far away as Belgrade. Hav-
ing been sorted by the Serbian doctors in the town,
those destined for the Paget Hospital began to arrive
by carriage-loads In the afternoon. There were car-
riages, carriages, and still more carriages until the
ground around the wash-house was covered with
emaciated, unkempt humanity. The "bolnltehers", or
Austrian orderlies, got busy with the dippers, tied the
clothes into bundles, ond lead the tottering patients
into the wash room where they were duly scrubbed.
Meanwhile brandy was given, where they lay. to the
weakest, and it seemed as if some would die before
they could be cared for. Then, skinny figures, clod in
night-shirts, began walking across the grass bare-
footed to the ward buildings, and stretchers also were
seen, but there was no confusion and no excitement.
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